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God bless him— little Phil ! Why, all the vale 

Had felt the sunshine of his merry eyes ; 

His feet were ever stirrings and his lips 

Full of strange questionings and quaint replies — 

So strange and quaint^ that new-come neighbours 

deemed 
The little lad was somewhat over-Mdse. 

But each one loved him, and in ev'ry home 
The boy was welcome when he passed the door ; 
To-night I seem to see him^ cap in hand. 
Standing again upon the parlour floor^ 
Mud-stained with crawling in the pirates' cave^ 
Scooped by the boys above the river shore. 

His was the sailor heart that loved to hear 
A thrilling story of the roaring wave. 
Of great sea-fights, and well he knew the names 
Of heroes old that found an ocean grave, 

A 
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Or o'er the deep before their booming guns 
The stubborn foemen of our Britain drave. 

How his blue eyes would flash, his little fists 
Clench hard in angry valour, and his brow 
Take manly furrows as he heard these tales 
Of death and triumph ! — for indeed I trow 
He drew his hot blood from some fair-haired sire 
Who cut the northern foam with dragon prow ; 

For he had never seen the sea, nor heard 
Its deep-voiced anger and its thunder-beat, 
Nor known its tranquil murmur when it heaves 
Without a ripple in the summer heat. 
Nor watched the white sails on the far-off verge 
Where sky and sea in mystic blending meet. 

Here with his parents in our inland vale 

He dwelt, and roamed thro' ev'ry glen and wood. 

Or climbed the hills whose towering firs and pines 

The roaring blasts of winter storms withstood. 

Or on the lake, among its many isles, 

Nursed the deep yearnings of his Viking mood. 

But that was later, in the happy time 

When all his sorrows were the tears of school. 
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When in the long hot afternoons the bojrs 
Plashed hour-long in some shady woodland pool, 
Or stole into the wood-yard where they worked. 
Or played at working, with some simple tool ; 

There have I seen him o'er the saw-pit hang. 
Striding a mighty steed of rugged pine. 
Charging, in boyish vision, with his troops 
Against the firm front of the foeman's line. 
With face aglow and red lips tightly set. 
While big with joy his clear blue eyes would 
shine. 

We older lads would often take the boy 
In boating roamings round our lonely lake. 
To chase the rabbits through the scented ferns. 
Or pull the ripe nuts in the hazel brake. 
Then home again when all the stars were out 
And trembled dimly in our shining wake. 

One day — how long ago I scarce can tell — 
Far up the loch we climbed a ruined keep. 
Planted upon an island where the dead 
Around their ancient dwelling soundly sleep. 
And where, beyond the waters, to the north. 
The Highland hills in mighty circle sweep. 
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O happy days of boyhood ! 
O careless, happy life ! 
Ere yet we knew the sorrow 
Of Honour's storm and strife : 
The path that leads from thither 
Is closed nor opes again, 
To those whose spirits wither 
Beneath the cares of men. 

O happy days of boyhood ! 

O spirit of the boy ! 

When glory is a fable. 

And gold is but a toy : 

We gaze with sighing thither, 

Afar from hill-tops high. 

We know that Hope can wither 

We learn that Love can die. 

O happy days of boyhood ! 
O careless, happy life ! 
Your memory is with us 
Amid the storm and strife 
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And some day^ some day, thither 
Our steps may turn agam. 
When life itself shall wither 
And we are lost to men. 

Then in the summer sunshine^ on the mound 
Crowned by the crumbling castle^ lying prone, 
We told strange tales of vessels tempest-tost 
On wondrous shores of fairy beauty blown. 
Of sailors living on from year to year 
Beneath the palms of tropic isles alone. 

Anon we turned great hunters^ and forgot 
The joys and glories of our shipwrecked crew, 
And galloped after antelopes^ and rode 
In gallant style across the brown karoo. 
Or by the springs of Africa we couched 
At midnight, and the roaring lion slew. 

Or, sailing northwards in our boyish dreams. 
We reached the land of everlasting snow, 
Grappled with Polar bears, and dwelt at ease, 
Feasting on blubber, with the Esquimaux, 
Or kayaks paddled, wrapt in Arctic furs. 
To hunt the walrus on the tossing floe. 
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Then building huts beneath the tropic palms^ 
All uncontrolled by feeble space and time, 
We wandered on through sunny forest glades^ 
Where gorgeous flowers in creeping tangle climb. 
Or floating on the still lagoon, we heard 
The Southern Ocean on the coral chime. 

And little Phil ! if you had seen his face 
Lit with his young heart's wild and glowing fire, 
You would have said, ' Here is a stormy soul 
Will brook no limit to his large desire. 
But fight and conquer in the world's wide field. 
Though he should soil him with its clinging 
mire.' 

You would have wronged him. I remember well. 
One day in spring, when all the vale was bright, 
I sought a lane where, in a hawthorn hedge, 
A nest was hidden in the green and white. 
And warm the eggs lay 'neath the mother's breast 
That softly pressed them in love's quick delight. 

Climbing with idle footsteps up the lane, 
With bank of whin and broom on either hand. 
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Stumbling all careless over channelled ruts 
Wrought by the rains among the stones and sand^ 
I stopped^ for lo ! beside the hawthorn hedge — 
A mob of village boys — a ragged band ! 

And in the centre of the motley crowd 
Was little Phil, with squared and doubled fists, 
His jacket tossed aside, his shirt-sleeves rolled 
In fighting-fashion upward from his wrists. 
Gallant and brave as any knight of old 
Charging for glory down the clanging lists. 

So, face to face the budding hero stood 
With one great hulking youth, whose eyes and nose 
Had suffered in the fight, and plainly felt , • 
The hammer-forces of his foeman's blows. 
While Phil, with all the lion in him roused, * 
Glared fierce defiance on his ring of foes, 

I sprang into the circle with a shout. 

And on a sudden, filled with coward fears. 

The ragged urchins fled in wild dismay. 

Hurling behind them foolish gibes and jeers : 

I looked at Phil, his hand stole into mine. 

His brave blue eyes were filled with welling tears* 
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* Why, Phil/ I said — but he, he scarce could speak, 
His heart was throbbing wildly in his breast, 
And, when I laughed, the torrent of his tears 
Swept from my lips the swiftly-rising jest ; 
' O ! O ! ' he sobbed, * I could not help it — they — 
They 've stolen the eggs from out our blackbird's 
nest ! ' 

Yet not too earnest was our little Phil, 
For sprightly wit and laughter lurked below 
The dreaming fancies of the growing boy, 
And he had deeps of humour that could flow. 
Ruffled with breezy laughter, like a pool 
In which the ripples flicker to and fro. 

We loved him for it — loved ? ah ! there was one 
Who worshipped him with all her simple heart, — 
Who shared his joys and sorrows, and in all 
The countless scrapes of boyhood took his part : 
She had not learned a maiden's fond deceits. 
The coy restraints of love's maturer art. 

But he, with more than manhood's kindly scorn. 
From lofty heights superior looked down. 
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What was the love of girls to one who yearned 
For battles and the mariner's renown ? 
And all the while with simple faith she knelt 
Before our Phil — her king without a crown ! 

One winter evenings when we boys and girls 
Were gathered in the parlour of the manse, 
Romping with youthful haste from game to game^ 
Or shuffling stiffly through some awkward dance^ 
We hailed a game of forfeits^ and the girls 
Assented^ blushing, to its blinded chance. 

The merry laugh went circling round the room 
As^ one by one^ the penalties were paid ; 
Happy the boy who could the tribute claim 
Of sweetest kisses from consenting maid ! 
And Nellie— Nellie Whyte— she glanced at Phil, 
Then blushed, at her own boldness half afraid. 

Yet she must kiss the one she loved the best, 
And, skipping softly to her hero's chair. 
Tip-toed, she lifted up her rosy lips 
And strove to kiss him ere he was aware : 
But Phil, in sudden anger, pushed her back 
Right roughly, saying fiercely, ^ Would you dare ? ' 
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He had not yet learned^ in the big world's school^ 
How precious is one loving heart to him 
Who, in the stress and sorrow of the strife. 
Finds limbs grow weary and his eyes turn dim 
With fruitless longing, while the blossoms fade 
About his feet, and all his senses swim. 

And little Nellie — how she loved the boy ! — 

Staring with eyes of wonder, turned away. 

As one who opens kindly hands to bless 

A hungry soul, and gets for answer, * Nay ' : 

O little Nellie, if the time should come 

When he who spurns it for your gift should pray ! 

II 

The romping girls we used to know. 
And in our witless scorn disdained. 
When we were pert and foolish boys 
And in the playground ruled and reigned. 
Are now the queens, and we the slaves 
Who kneel imploring at their feet. 
And count ourselves most blest if they 
But hearken when we do entreat. 
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Had we but known what now we know, 

In those old days of rompings rude^ 

We would have watched with rev'rent eyes 

The growing might of maidenhood ; 

Which blossomed forth from week to week 

And fairer grew with ev'ry day. 

Till you are queens^ and we your slaves^ 

Who do but hearken to obey. 

If we had known we would have knelt 
Before your feet, as now we do. 
And begged of you but one command 
That we might show our love to you : 
O romping girls we used to know ! 

queenly maids whom now we meet ! 
Be not too mindful of the past. 

And hearken when we do entreat. 

II 

1 passed from out the village life, 
And at the founts of learning drew 

Deep draughts of knowledge, while the days 
From season on to season flew. 
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And in the college lists I fought 
With all the fiery zeal of youth. 
And breaking down the ancient walls 
Trod out new paths in search of trutli. 

Till weary of the idle quest, 
And sick'ning of the lettered strife, 
I passed to draw a summer's breath 
Where first I drew the breath of life ; 

To find the village joys had gone. 
And know in truth that I had changed, — 
A new horizon rimmed my life. 
And far indeed my feet had ranged. 

The people kept their former faith 
In all its earnest, simple trust. 
Content to live their life and know 
Their treasure safe from moth and rust. 

In the wide world a windy word 

The deeps of thought to storm might swell, 

But in their narrow inland vale 

A tidal ripple scarcely fell. 
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I nursed my doubts in secret pride. 
And roamed at will by hill and wood, 
I shunned the village folk, and thought 
Their gossip dull, their laughter rude. 

Far better than their endless talk 
Of fruitful fields or failing crops, 
To me the voice of tinkling bums 
Or blithe birds piping in the copse. 

For in my veins the fever flamed 
Of yearning youth, my heart was full ; 
But Nature breathed her balmy peace. 
Her mother-hands were kind and cool. 

And often, couched upon the moss. 
Prone on my back, with wond'ring eyes 
I watched the white clouds slowly drift 
Across the deeps of azure skies : 

And in the music of the stream, 
The wash of winds among the firs. 
Caught some faint answer to the doubt 
That still in waking manhood stirs. 
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For there the Voice, around the world 
From out the boundless spaces blown^ 
Is heard in solemn murmurings, 
And mystery of undertone. 

But yearning at the last to touch 
The wholesome heart of humankind^ 
To barter thought in that exchange 
Of speech which is the mart of mind^ 

And meeting Phil^ I climbed with him 
To where his father's cottage stood 
Within a hollow on the hill. 
And sheltered by a flanking wood. 

O that delicious day in June ! 
O garden nestling on the hill ! 
The scent of rose and mignonette 
Is clinging to their mem'ry still. 

Ill 

Set within a garden. 
Where the rose of June 
Blushes to the kisses 
Of the summer noon ; 
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Set within a garden^ 
Where the Christmas rose 
Takes the chill embraces 
Of the winter snows ; 

In a hillside hollow^ 
Where the bum comes down 
Singing from the moorlands. 
Creamy-white and brown ; 
Slipping o'er the mosses. 
Tumbling down the glen. 
Stealing through the brackens, 
Shooting out again ; 

Stands a little cottage. 
Where the shadows fall 
From the fragrant larches 
On its northern wall ; 
While in front, to southward, 
Spreads the vale below. 
Where the river lingers 
And the daisies blow. 

Thither comes the blackbird 
Courting in the spring, 
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Flitting through the bushes^ 
All too gay to sing : 
Thither comes the robin 
With his crimson breast^ 
When the autumn sunsets 
Flame along the west. 

Set within a garden^ 
Where the snowdrops take 
Beauty from the winter 
Ere the lilie3 wake ; 
Set within a garden^ 
Where the crocus-cup 
Holds the dew till heaven 
Drinks it sweetly up ; 

Stands a little cottage^ 

Home of dearest love. 

With the vale below it 

And the hill above : 

Still the hearts it harboured, 

Still its open door, 

Live in sweet remembrance, 

Haunt me evermore. 
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There, lying stretched upon the lawn, 
With heaven's high azure for our tent, 
I laughed with Phil, and felt again 
The magic of his merriment. 

Yet something in his eyes that lay, 
A subtle sadness in his tone. 
Still warned me that the village lad 
From out his simple joys had grown. 

And so at last I found that he 
Was done with school, and all aflame 
To give his life to Art, and win 
The glory of the artist's fame. 

Then, warming as we talked, the lad 
Poured out to me his hopes and fears. 
How he had longed and toiled and prayed 
To try his force among his peers : 

But still his father and his friends 
Would chide him for his bold desire. 
And bid him keep the village ways. 
Where son succeeded unto sire. 

B 
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' What — I a merchant ! ' said the lad ; 
' 'Twere better far to seek the sea, 
As once I dreamed, and voyage on 
From zone to zone, and so be free. 

* It is not life to sleep and wake 
Within the- compass of these hills^ 
To move about the sleepy land 
As aimless as the hind that tills ; 

^ And only knowing that the grain 
Shall ever be as that he sows. 
From hedge to hedge in plodding dull 
Behind his plough contented goes. 

' Life ! life ! — they call it living here — 
To buy and sell, and as you sell 
Your shoddy goods, to soil your soul 
With ev'ry paltry lie you tell ! 

' It is not life, it cannot be. 
To buy and lie, to sell and save, 
To rust in comfort till you go 
Dishonoured to an honoured grave. 
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It shall not be enough for me 
That since my fathers were content 
To tread these narrow paths^ my feet 
Should keep the ways by which they went. 

* It shall not be^' — he rose in wrath^ 
The anger flashing in his eyes, 

* The mighty world of crowded life 
For me beyond these hill-tops lies. 

' There is my work, and there I go. 
To fall or conquer in the strife. 
Well knowing that howe'er it be, 
I shall at least have lived my life ! * 

He ceased, and with his elbows fixed 
Hard on the lawn's close-shaven grass, 
With firm chin resting in his hands. 
He watched the clouds of summer pass ; 

And even as they passed, to fade 

To nothing in the melting deeps. 

My still heart whispered, ' Thoughts of youth ! 

Where is the hope our manhood keeps?' 
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I liked the lad ; his eyes had kept 
The truthful light they held of old. 
And on his brow the years had stamped 
The first faint mark of manhood's mould. 

Bold, clever, frank, and resolute, 
I could not doubt that he had force 
To win his eager way to fame. 
And keep a clear unswerving course. 

And thus I promised him that I 
Some day again should climb the hill. 
To back his strong desire and shake 
The firmness of his father s will. 

IV 

He who loves his Art alone 
Shall not find his labours light. 
But have sorrows in the day 
And have vigils in the night ; 
Daring all that may be done. 
Seeking all that may be known, 
Pressing on by thorny ways. 
Searching for the truth alone. 
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He who loves his Art alone^ 
Counting labour but delight^ 
Shall have raptures in the day 
And have visions in the night ; 
Winning all that may be won 
From the present and the past^ 
Pressing on by flowering ways, 
Reaching to the truth at last. 



Ill 



I heard some rumour of Phil in the village 
For there they leave nothing and no one alone. 
The thought of your brain and the breath of your lips, 
Ay, the love of your heart, are hardly your own. 

The women shall know it, the gossips shall tell. 
The murmur goes roimd till it grows to a shout, 
A touch of the hand or a kiss in the dusk — 
Next morning 'tis whispered before you are out ! 

And whispered in sibilant bitterness too 
By those who will give you a hearty good-day 
At market or church — they have little to do. 
And leave it undone, but have plenty to say. 



\ 
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I heard some rumour^ I say^ in the village^ 
Of Philip and Nellie and walks on the hill. 
And doubted and wondered, remembering well 
The worship of Nellie, the scorning of Phil : 

Yet almost believed it, for gossip begins 
With guesses at truth, if it ends with a lie. 
So waited and watched, not a word did I say. 
For I knew how a breath or a whisper would fly. 



Whither are you going. 

Little Nellie Whyte, 
Tripping o'er the meadows 

Through the summer night ? 

Pretty little Nellie, 

Whither do you go ? 
Ah ! my merry maiden. 

What if I should know ? 

What if I have seen him 
Waiting by the wood. 

Pretty little Nellie, 

Flower of maidenhood ? 
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Moonlight on the meadows 

And the hill above^ 
Moonlight for the lovers — 

It is well to love ! 

Trip across the meadows 
Through the summer nighty 

Men were made for mocking 
And a maid's delight. 

Love is dear in losing, 

Dear as setting sun^ 
But^ alas, the losing ! 

And alas for one ! 

IV 

I know that he knows I have seen them last night, 

I know by each signal and sign, 
I read it alike by the smile on his face 

And the clasp of his fingers on mine. 

I know that he knows I am thinking of her. 

For love can divide and divine. 
And out of the silence that lies on my lips 

He knows that his secret is mine. 
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His secret ! and so I shall keep it^ for love 

Is only a delicate flower^ 
That lasts in the sun for a year^ for a life^ 

But may die with the frosts of an hour. 

For if I should babble this secret I know^ 
This love that the gossips have guessed 
May die like a bud when the winds of the east 

■ 

Sweep down on the fields of the west. 

VI 

The man who babbles of his love 

And spells his secret in the streets^ 
Who pours his passion in the ears 

Of ev'ry fellow-fool he meets^ 
Has giv'n his secret to the winds. 

That they about the world may blow 
The willing kiss, the whispered word. 

And all that only two should know. 

The friend who babbles of my love. 

In lonely lane or busy mart. 
Is but a traitor throwing wide 

The close-barred gateways of my heart. 
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That all who choose may enter in 
To peer and pry, and lightly go. 

To babble in their turn again 

Of all that only two shotdd know. 

V 

Yes, I had seen them^ and these thoughts 
Were in my miAd when Phil and I 
With morning met, when rosy bars 
Lay level in the eastern sky ; 

When upward from the silent vale 
The rolling mists were slowly drawn. 
And all along the kindling heights 
The firs stood dark against the dawn. 

The waking life of wood and flower 
With wave on wave through nature went, 
And, sweetest air of summer's breath, 
I knew the honeysuckle's scent. 

I lived ! — I could have leapt for joy 
In answer to my pulses' thrill ; 
I lived ! it was enough for me 
To see the sun above the hill. 
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And know to-day was mine^ and feel 
The life, within me give reply 
To that which moved in wood and stream 
And kindled in the glowing sky. 

But Phil ! upon his face there lay 

The sadness of perplexing thought^ 

I missed the glory that his eyes 

In that bright hour might well have caught. 

He stretched his open hand to me, 

* Why, man/ I said, ^ what ails you now ? 

Is this a place or this a time 

To bear such clouds upon your brow ? * 

He answered not, he only looked 
Straight past me in his wayward mood. 
To where the brambles blossomed white 
Within the hedge that fringed the wood ,• 

Then turning, left me, to return 
And on my shoulder lay his hand. 
With that strange look within his eyes 
I could not hope to understand. 
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Abrupt and sharp at last he spoke, 
' You asked me then^ and still you. seem 
To give me question with your eyes, 
Now listen — I have dreamed a dream. 



VII 

^ Last night a vision came to me^ 
And here upon the breezy hill^ 
Amid the glory of the dawn^ 
It haunts my waking fancy still. 

^ I dreamed that at the last I neared 
The goal I seek^ the artist's fame^ 
A circling crowd around me stood, 
A hundred voices named my name. 

* Then through the throng, with haughty step, 
One came to me, and bowing down 
Knelt low before me, and I saw 
Her fair hands bore a golden crown. 

' Then, then she whispered, ^' I am Fame, 
Who loves me loves but me alone," 
And holding forth the crown, she said, 
^'Take thou the crown and share my throne." 
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' I started^ turned^ and in the throngs 
That still applauding pressed me rounds 
I sa,w one face whose eyes were wet 
With joy and fear to see me crowned. 

^ She^ too^ had heard Fame's whispered words^ 
She knew the glory that would be^ 
And all the loneliness that was 
For evermore for her — ah me ! 

' I turned from her^ I turned to Fame^ 
And heedless of my plighted vows 
Made answer, " I am yours," — she rose 
And placed the crown upon my brows. 

' A chilling wind swept sudden down 
And into darkness tumbled all, 
I lay awake, and heard afar 
Upon the hill the howlet call, 

And knew my love for her was false — 
For her whose name I shall not name ; 
I was a coward, I had sold 
Love's stainless honour unto shame.' 
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' A parable I call your dream^ 
To teach and warn — no more/ I said ; 
' No ? take for answer^ then^ a tale 
That somewhere^ sometime^ I have read. 

VIII 

' A king there was who cared no whit 
For reigning or for ruling, 
But let his empire go to wrack^ 
The while its prince was fooh'ng 
With dames of high or low degree, 
Or rich or poor^ for ever he 
Had pleasure in their beauty. 

* So year by year the sceptre hung 
Within his feeble fingers^ 

So year by year the people cried, 
" Our monarch idly lingers 
With dames of high or low degree. 
Or rich or poor, and never he 
Gives heed to fame or duty." 

* Unto the monarch came a monk, 
" O prince," he said, " of pleasure. 
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* Ambition linked with love, these two 
Have force and power to conquer all ; 
With these to lead you, climb the heights 
Of Fame — I know you shall not fall.* 



VI 

At length, by varying plea and argument. 
Backed by Phil's stormy prayers, I won consent 
From his firm father's lips that Phil's desires 
Should unto him be granted, lest the fires — 
The quenchless fires of fruitless discontent. 
Should bum and blanch to whitest cinder-dust 
The heart of youth with all its love and trust — 
And so together to the town we went. 

There in the city did our lives divide. 
Parted and sundered by the ruthless tide 
That drifts and drives, and ever ebbs and flows. 
Till in the welt'ring wash a man scarce knows 
One face of all that swimming past his side 
Float on, he knows not whither — scarcely cares — 
So hard it is to breast the wave that wears 
And wastes, till hope and courage scarce abide. 
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The city shadows ! O how dark they fall 
On court and alley, over roof and wall. 
And O ! how hopeless weary are the feet 
That faint and falter on, nor once entreat 
For Pity — sweetest Pity meant for all, 
Nor Love, dear Love, that God with Pity gave 
To hallow human souls, and lift and save 
AH hearts that answer and all hearts that call. 

Pity within her grave lies cold and dead, 
Love stayed to weep a moment and is fled, 
Lest he, like Pity, should be surely slain ; 
His name is but a mem'ry ; oldest men 
Whisper of him, dream he may come again 
To lay his hand upon the pulse of pain. 
The fevered temples, and the heaving breast 
That swells in answer to the great unrest. 
And some there be who long for him in vain. 

Love winged his flight beyond the city walls 
To where the plunge of foaming waterfalls. 
The song of birds, the plash of purling streams^ 
Make music in a land of sunlit dreams ; 
There, over flowering meadows, boom the bees. 
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And winds make whisp'rings in the leafy trees^ 
Adown whose glades the cushat coos and calls. 

There the sweet honeysuckle twines, there trails 
The rose o'er homes that star the verdant vales. 
And happy hamlets nestle calm and still 
Beneath the churches crowning height and hill. 
And mills that take, the winds with whirling sails ; 
There, laughing children gambol free and lithe. 
The lab'rer whistles o'er the swishing scythe. 
And milkmaids sing beside their bubbling pails. 

The city shadows ! Darker now they steal 
Since Love is gone away, that could reveal 
New beauties in the days and in the nights. 
Pure merriments and innocent delights. 
That all the sickness of the soul could heal ; 
Now, all is greed and gluttony of gain. 
Fevers of pleasure, fits of fiery pain, 
While maniac Fortune turns her careless wheel. 

Day dawns : the city wakes to sordid cares. 
Men grab and gamble over stocks and shares ; 
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The Christian merchant blares his brazen lies^ 
Booming himself and all his shoddy wares^ 
And sleekly says^ ^ I needs must advertise ' ; 
The lawyers bully Truth from court to court 
While judges sleep, or smile to see the sport ; 
From shop and factory Oppression cries^ 
And, skulking round the homes of vice and grime. 
Loathsome in daylight scowls the face of Crime, 
While churchmen wrangle for some place of prize. 

The daylight dies, and as at wizard's spell. 

Up through the lurid darkness gloometh Hell ; 

Now rings the brutal oath, the blow, the curse. 

Of men that drink and strive, but worse, ah ! worse. 

The laugh of women, like a mellow bell 

That should in merry marriage peal have swung. 

In very melody of note and tongue. 

But now sounds sadder than a funeral knell ! 

In gay saloons with flashing chandeliers 
Vice through the painted mask of Fashion peers. 
Fair faces glow beneath the flooding light. 
Hearts swell beneath white bosoms, eyes grow 
bright — 
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Hearts dead to shame and eyes long lost to tears ; 
The eardsy the dance, wine, wine, the smiles of men. 
Soft swoonings, close embraces — then, the fierce 
And flaming passion-hour that bums and sears ! 

In lordly halls the full-flushed feasters vaunt 
In florid phrase their country's power, and flaunt 
The glorious flag that over land and seas 
Has proudly braved the battle and the breeze 
Above brave hearts that never fear could daunt ; 
Then ¥rine-washed throats roar out their lusty 

cheers. 
With patriot pride that neither knows nor fears 
The wild and desperate despair of Want. 

Want ! Want ! my lords, sleeps at your very gates. 
Pleads in its silent miseiy, implores — 
Not for itself alone — for work and bread. 
Willing to serve and sweat at all its pores 
If wives and children be but clothed and fed ; 
What is your freedom if it do not give 
To each and all the right to toil and live 
Within ihe compass of their native shores ? 
Wliafc if jwa statecraft, failing to bestow 
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Some wholesome hope to bid ambition grow. 
And touch, with hands of healing, social sores ? 

The city sleeps, but with a restless sleep 

Full of uneasy stirrings, that the deep 

Of hollow midnight answers evermore 

With murmurs from the melancholy shore 

From which there comes the voice of those that 

weep, 
That weep for sweet forgetfulness to drown 
The past for ever, and to drag it down 
For all eternity to hold and keep. 

Under the lamplights in the streaming streets. 
Heedless of wind that drives and rain that beats. 
Lascivious wantons loiter late and long. 
The royst'rers swagger home with ribald song. 
And ragged poverty in vain entreats ; 
While by the humble cot or downy bed 
Love tends the sick or weeps beside the dead. 
Or watches wild-eyed o'er the life that fleets. 

Love is not fled ; it were a bitter wrong 

To say he moves not here amid the throng — 
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Ev'n here^ amid this fierce chaotic life 
Of sin and sorrow surging into strife ; 
Clear as a dewdrop, sweet as sun and song^ 
Patient and pure of purpose^ ever bold 
But ever gentle^ true and tried as gold^ 
Deathless^ unchanging, and serene and strong. 

I said we parted^ Phil and I ; our ways 
Diverged, and studious nights and days 
Perplexed me with the puzzles of the past, 
And long and late my lamplight's steady rays 
Fell on old tomes and volumes^ till at last, 
Remerab'ring times that held affection fast. 
And fearful that my very brain should craze 
With tangled toil, I closed my books and went 
To seek the lad to whom my heart had leant, 
Hopeful to find him worthy hope and praise. 



VII 

I found him, yet I scarce had known — 
So fast and fleet the months had flown — 
My Phil with face all graver grown. 
With quickened eyes to pierce and scan. 
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With will to purpose and to plan — 
The youth had blossomed into man. 

Beneath the studio roof^ we went 
Back to old days of fair content 
And bojrish mirth and merriment ; 
Till smoky skies swept cloudless clear, 
The birds^ the brooks^ we seemed to hear^ 
And home itself grew doubly dear. 

Old hands seemed almost to outreach. 
Old voices mingled with our speech. 
Till solemn silence fell on each ; 
And looking in his eyes, with awe, 
The welhng waters love can draw 
From out the sacred deeps, I saw. 

Then, with a jarring jest, he drew 
Back from the past, and lightly flew 
On wings of wit, until I knew 
My Phil was not the Phil of old. 
But worldly-wise, and light, and cold. 
With scorn for ev'n the jest he told. 

Perplexed I marvelled, till he rose. 
And curtly saying, ^ I suppose 
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You know not what I thus disclose ? ' 
Unveiled his easel^ whence there shone 
Upon me^ like a glorious dawn^ 
Face fair as man could gaze upon. 

I puzzled long^ until he turned 
And said, with eyes that blazed and burned, 
' I loved, I love her, and she spumed 
Me and my love — ^would hardly deign 
To hear my words of prayerful pain 
That rose to plead with her in vain.' 

Amazed, I craved the maiden's name. 
And, as his face flushed sudden shame, 
I bit my lip in bitter blame ; 
He thrust some papers in my hand, 
Said, ' Read, and you may understand : 
No more than this you can command.' 

I read, and still my wonder grew. 
For, until then, I never knew 
Phil's fancies into verses flew. 
And smiled at times, I must confess. 
To see his vain self-consciousness 
Luxuriant 'mid love's distress. 
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Phil's Verses 



He was an artist ; he could paint 
The fairest forms and faces^ 
Bewitching beauties^ all infused 
With true and tender graces. 

Upon his easel^ day by day, 
Some face to charm was growing, 
And from his walls the sweetest eyes 
Looked down, divinely glowing. 

Tall queens, in courtly cavalcades. 
On stately palfreys prancing ; 
Lithe girls, upon the village green 
Around the May-pole dancing ; 

A maiden underneath the trees. 
For him who lingered sighing ; 
A lover leaning to the lips 
That lifted sweet replying. 
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II 



She was a models sweet and seventeen^ 
With face responsive to each light and shade^ 
Well schooled to pose her as a stately queen^ 
Or simple^ rustic maid. 

Her flashing eyes^ dark hair, lips rowan-red^ 
Her perfect face^ her full and flowing form^ 
Had turned the artist's hot^ impulsive head^ 
And ta'en his heart by storm. 

Day after day, as from his wing6d brush 
The wonder of the canvas swiftly grew 
And spread, as we have seen the sunrise rush 
Across the morning's blue, 

He who had deemed himself but wed to Art, 
Began to feel, with deepening surprise. 
Unwonted flutterings within his heart 
Before his model's eyes. 



I 
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And now^ with thought more tender, yet more 

bold. 
With truer fancy, touch more delicate. 
He saw his picture wondrously unfold 
On which the world should wait. 



Ill 



Bright was the little studio on the roof. 
The light, artistic spirit round it clung. 
Quaint bric-a-brac was there from over seas. 
And here a sword and there a helmet hung. 

One day the maiden models climbing up 
The endless stairs, heard ringing out above 
A manly voice, heard hands that smote the keys, 
And pausing, listened to a song of love. 

Song — * At Parting.' 

Stay with me now a little moment longer, 
Go not from out my life with fall of night. 
Wait but an hour, so shall my heart be stronger 
Bravely to face the coming of the light ; 



U SUNLIGHT AND SHADOW 

Linger a little till the words of sorrow, 
Parting us ever, are familiar grown. 
Till I can trust my heart to say to-morrow, 
' Dreaming is over and my love is flown ' ; 
Stay with me, stay, a little moment yet. 
Go not, my love, until I may forget. 
My love, my love. 

Nay, rather go, and with no vain delaying 
Trouble my soul that fain good-bye would say. 
Leave me alone to pass the night in praying. 
Praying for courage for my lonely way ; 
Dreaming is over, and the curtain falling. 
Darkens the stage on which we played our parts, 
Bid me farewell, and go beyond recalling. 
Dead is the past, and sundered are our hearts ; 
Go from me, go, and come again no more. 
Bid me good-bye, and let my dream be o'er. 
Good-bye, good-bye. 

IV 

She entered in, took her accustomed seat. 
Still wondering at the song the artist sang, 
While he before her felt his pulses beat 
And in his heart his song's last echoes rang. 
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The end had come, he could no more delay. 
His finished picture from the canvas shone^ 
Before him loomed the last receiving day^ 
And in his soul began vast hopes to dawn. 

But she must go; he could not hope to keep 
His maiden model in his studio now^ 
And^ stealing from the shadows dark and deep. 
Despair sat heavily on heart and brow. 

v 

Glory, commissions^ and riches ! 

Honour and patrons at last ! 
Critics and connoisseurs praising ! 

Dead obscurity past ! 

Long had he loyally laboured. 

Toiled in the service of Art, 
But in this picture of pictures, 

Lo ! he had put his heart ! 

VI 

Sweet is success to ev'ry toiler's eyes. 
And bright the crown his eager fingers clasp. 
But if they break the strongest, sweetest ties, 
How poor the prize the victor strove to grasp ! 
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Dull was the little studio, quite withdrawn 
The light that gilded all these happy days ; 
The maiden model from his sight was gone. 
Her pictured presence passed beyond his gaze. 

He yearned to cast his crown before her feet. 
Nor ever rested till his love was told, 
But all in vain for her his heart might beat, 
For hers as pallid Death was cruel and cold. 

Long is the weary night and dark the day, 
The autumn winds moan evermore, and cry 
That summer song and sunshine pass away. 
The roses wither and dear love can die. 

vni 

Ev'n as I read, a vision came to me 

Of one fair night, 
When over vale and hill, o'er wood and lea. 

The moon shone bright. 

Faint in the moonlit hollow gleamed the stars 

With shimmering light. 
And streaking heaven with silver, cloudy bars. 

Stretched far and white. 



SUNLIGHT AND SHADOW 47 

Crowning the hill the fir-trees darkly stood^ 

Clear-cut, unstirred ; 
Hushed in the downy shadow of the wood 

Slept beast and bird. 

Low rang the tinkling of the stream that crept 

Far down the glen ; 
Soft winds awoke to whisper, sank and slept 

In peace again. 

Then up the hillside, beautiful and bright. 

In white arrayed. 
Full of strong love, that made her footsteps light. 

There tript a maid. 

Over the rustic bridge and through the gate 

That swings above. 
With beating heart she hasted, lest too late 

To meet her love. 

I saw you then, and dream I see you now 

As on that night. 
Beauteous from dimpled chin to crescent brow. 

Fair Nellie Whyte ! 
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IX 

I must have named her name aloud, for Phil 
Spake out in strident anger, passion-pale ; 

* Ay, babble on, but babble if you will 
Elsewhere, and to yourself, that ancient tale : 
What would you have when boyish love grows stale 
But change^ the destiny we must fulfil ? 

But change and progress as we climb and scale 
The slopes of life, till all is changed and still ? 

^ What would you have, I ask you ? ' And I said, 

* Though all be change, though seasons come and go, 
Changing the plastic earth our footsteps tread. 
While ocean's tides for ever ebb and flow. 

It is the glory of a man to know 
No change in steadfast love, but still to wed 
Sweet constancy, whatever passions blow, 
Till God shall call him to the changeless dead.' 

' Even so I loved her — even so I swear 
I love her ! — all I am and all may be 
I owe to her who from the canvas there 
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Looks forth/ he cried, ^ for gods and men to see ; 

The visions of the morning flit and flee. 

The dreams of night must vanish in the air. 

But there for evermore abides with me 

Who nerves my heart and hand to do and dare.' 

' Doubtless/ I said, ' this canvas long will gr^ce 
Your studio walls, and doubtless you may take 
Some comfort from the presence of this face 
A little while — a little — for love's sake ; 
But when your full heart's wildest yearnings make 
For all love's tenderness, the fond embrace 
That soothes the soul and comforts, what can 

wake 
This painted figment that a hand could trace ? ' 

He answered not, but gloomed a while, then rose 
To point me out his pictures deftly done : 
Well had he wrought ; here, ringed by dying foes, 
Brave knights a gallant victory had won ; 
Here slept a woodland nymph in soft repose, 
There rolled the sea beneath a stormy sun ; 
Here gleamed a valley at the day's fair close. 
And there the troopers swept on foeman's gun. 

D 
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He puffed his pipe and jested at my praise^ 
With proud depreciation littling all, 
Humming, between, short snatches of light lays, 
Or murm'ring epigrams with languid drawl. 
As if ev*n love of life began to pall 
And he to grow aweary of the days — 
Strange as if autumn leaves began to fall 
While primrose blossoms starred the April ways. 

As to Phil's club together forth we went. 
Where I an hour or two should be his guest. 
Now in the windy streets the Jamplight flared 
And all the glow had faded from the west ; 
Within his arm my own he drew and prest. 
And I, his secrets that of old had shared. 
Felt, though I knew not how, that in his heart 
He held some secret sorrow still unbared. 



IX 

In youth's sweet sunrise, when the land 
Is glowing in the morning light. 
Ere we have dreamed of all that lies 
Within the shadow of the night ; 
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We drive the fertile furrows deep^ 

We plough the fields with shining shares^ 

And scatter on the sunny slopes^ 

With random hands^ the wheat and tares. 

In manhood^ when the noontide sun 
In heaven blazes overhead, 
When in the parching summer heat 
The fairest flowers lie scorched and dead; 
We move among the greening fields 
With hearts of hope and eager feet^ 
And trust the tares have died^ and all 
The blades of summer promise wheat. 

In age, when far across the land 
The sunset shadows sadly sweep, 
When with the weary heart and hand 
We falter through the fields to reap ; 
We learn, alas ! what it were well 
In other days our hearts had known, 
That tares are tares, and wheat is wheat. 
And we must reap what we have sown. 
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X 



O never more jovial crew was met 
Than met in the artists' club that nighty 
To quaff and to laugh and quite forget 
The worries that waste, the cares that fret, 
The doubts that trouble, the fears that fright. 
And shadowing sorrow and vain regret. 

Then wit flew light on its swallow wings, 
Shining and skimming, now high, now low. 
And laughter came bubbling bright from the 

springs 
Out of whose magical deeps there rings 
Mellowest music, save when the flow 
Of tears wells up for a love that clings 
To love that lies with the dead cold things. 
And sobbings out of the laughter grow. 

Yea, sobbings and laughter will mix and meet. 
Perplexing the heart and the mind of man ; 
For ever and ever there flit and fleet 
Such rapturous visions in trances sweet, 
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Such threatening ghosts wild-eyed and wan^ 
Such shadows that gloom and such lights that beat^ 
That^ stunned and blinded, our prayers entreat 
For tears to bless and for smiles to ban. 

O Life ! O Giver of bliss and pain^ 

Of sorrows that heal and of joys that scourge. 

We kneel and pray Thee in vain, in vain. 

For rest and peace to the heart and brain ! 

For Thou must punish and Thou must purge 

Till pride be broken and lust be slain. 

And self be riven and rent in twain 

And battered and bruised by sea and surge. 

Storm-tost and weary with wind and wave. 
And flung to rest on a strange, still shore, 
O ! surely sorrow shall soothe and save 
The hearts that vainly have sought to brave 
The winds that beat and the seas that pour ; 
Or then for this shall we cry and crave. 
For Death, sweet Death, and the calm, cool grave. 
With peace and pardon for evermore. 

Sweet Death, of the balmy breath and breast, 
The lulling lips and the calm^ kind eyes. 
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Oh^ soft and sound is the dreamless rest 

That comes to the sleeper Thine arms have prest 

Close to Thy bosom on which he lies ; 

For the sun shall go down in the stormless west 

And sleep after struggle is best, is best^ 

For we shall awaken serene and wise. 

Yet life is dear when the heart is young, 
When songs are gay and the red rose blows. 
And ne'er were merrier songs outrung 
From youthful heart and from lusty lung 
Than loud in the artists' club arose. 
While clink of crystal and clatter of tongue 
Broke, stirring the dim smoke-wreaths that hung 
Like mists that brood over mountain snows. 

XI 

Then in my wistful watchfulness I saw 
How this wild stir of spirits mastered Phil ; 
Out of the reckless hour he seemed to draw 
A madness stronger than his wiser will — 
A stormy joy to which no ^ Peace be still ' 
Spake with the magic of resistless law. 
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I sought to still hun, but defiant^ proud^ 

And flushed with wine that heated head and heart, 

On high his glass he raised and spake aloud — 

' Drink with me, comrades : drink to Fame and Art,. 

Let others fail, we choose the wiser part * — 

And thus he stood among the cheering crowd. 

Erect he stood, proud-lipped, with swelling veins, 

Hair tost and all his ardent soul aflame, 

And^ giving indignation freest reins. 

Loosed brave and brilliant words in praise of Fame 

And Art and artists, hurling scorn and shame 

At coward hearts, weak hands, and barren brains. 

I saw him then, wine-warmed and wine-inspired, 
The gallant Phil I knew so well of old. 
Careless of custom, quickly roused and fired 
By tales of daring deeds and prowess bold. 
Where booming seas or noise of battle rolled. 
When fight and fame were all his soul desired. 

The night fled fast and morning came apace. 
And struggled through the panes the ashen dawn. 
Revealing weary brow and pallid face, 



66 SUNLIGHT AND SHADOW 

From which the flushings of the wine were gone. 

And making ghastly all it lit upon, 

Till of night's glamour was no single trace. 

So with the mom was disenchantment wrought. 

As dull and grey the tide of day returned, 

And oozing through the windows, coldly brought 

A chill to spirits that had hotly burned. 

While now the fret of life's wan waves that churned. 

Our ears from out the waking silence caught. 

Then through the shadow o'er the chamber cast 
By light more cruel than the midnight's gloom. 
There came a silence to our lips at last 
As care athwart the mom began to loom. 
And, rising moodily, from out the room 
Into the streets of morning forth we past. 

Thus parted Phil and I at break of day, 
Our homeward paths lay separate and apart. 
But with a friend of his I turned away. 
Whose gossip as we walked was all of Art, 
Until, from out his simpleness of heart. 
On Philip and his love he went astray. 



I 
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XII 

Through the long streets we went^ and, vivid still. 

Lives in my memory that morning walk — • 

I had a revelation then of Phil, 

Whose life was all the burden of our talk. 

And found that he — the hopeful, happy boy. 

The village pride, my early hope and joy — 

Had sprung to Pleasure's pliant arms and drowned 

The whispers of his conscience with the sound 

Of her melodious songs, whose witching fall 

Stole sweeter far than Duty's sterner call. 

Brief was the glory of the first brave days 

When he had with his genius stormed the town, 

Flouted the critics, won the art-world's praise 

And envy by his wild leap to renown ; 

For change sped swift — but why no man could tell — 

Though some had whispered of a village belle. 

Some early love of Phil's, whose country ways 

When next they met, jarred, and he found the days 

Of dear delusions were for ever fled. 

And youth's first love lay passionless and dead. 

That was the earUest story — so he said, 
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That stole through club and studio ; but there came 

A later rumour^ loudly trumpeted 

And boldly blazoned^ of some fiercer flame, 

Some amour with a maid of matchless grace^ 

Perfect in soul^ in figure, and in face^ 

A living dream, an inspiration sent 

In sweetest shape of fair embodiment — 

For so, with lips love-loosened, did Phil rave 

Of this new love that spumed the old love's grave. 

Yet still he kept the secret of the name 

Of this high goddess and pure paragon. 

Till, with a shout, he heard his friends proclaim 

From dawn to dusk, and then from dusk to dawn, 

That this divinity so largely dowered 

With gifts and graces, on whom heaven had 

showered 
With potent prodigality of store 
All it could give, till it could give no more, 
Was but his latest model ! — read and known, 
By all save him, to be as cold as stone. 
Why, there was scarce a studio in the town 
In which she had not posed, and she had caught 
With ready wit the tricks of smile and frown. 
The shifting shine and shade the artist sought : 
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Now languishing with amorous lip and limb, 

Then rapt as nun that breathes a holy hymn ; 

Now with deep eyes aglow with passion's fire. 

Longing and lusting, hungry with desire^ 

Then still as virgin Puritan whose eyes 

Hold the sweet peace of calm self-sacrifice. 

But heart ! no heart had she ; she came and went. 

Pleasing her patrons, but with full restraint 

On her dull pulses, ever well content 

To be at once no sinner and no saint. 

Full of ambitions of an earthly kind^ 

Sordid of soul and grovelling of mind. 

She smiled herself to favour, till she throve 

Indeed upon it, and yet still she strove 

To please and prosper, for the greed of gain 

Was her one passion, filling ev'ry vein. 

How Phil had found her, and yet had not known 

What all knew save himself, was never told. 

Nor how such burning love as his had grown 

For any heart so passionless and cold. 

But wild was his awaking ; for when came 

The day of parting, then, to dear love's shame, 

She laughed to scorn his pleading — ^yea^ his tears, 

Stabbed at his helpless heart with gibes and jeers^ 
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And while he stood transfixed^ with silent stare^ 
Tossed him good-bye and left him standing 

there. 
But she returned ere many days were past. 
To rouse him from despondency to rage^ 
When she — ^indiflTrent, sordid to the last — 
Besought some fancied balance of her wage. 
Then^ as she held her gloves within her hand, 
He saw^ what even he could understand 
Dashed lingering hope for ever to the ground, 
For there about one cruel finger wound, 
Closer than arms of lovers clasp and cling. 
The golden circlet of a wedding-ring. 
Then, pale and passionate, he fiercely swore 
That never woman since Delilah's days — 
And there she stayed him — she would hear no 

more — 
She did not know the lady — went her ways. 
Dropping a scornful curtsy as she went. 
Leaving him fixt in mute bewilderment, 
His wrathful speech froz'n on his parted lips. 
His soul o'ershadowed by love's dark eclipse : 
And yet, in spite of all his angry will 
And outraged trust, he loved her beauty still. 
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But those who saw his haggard face and eyes 
Kept silence with him and forbore to mock^ 
Nor vext his wounded soul in anywise^ 
When after hermitage of many days 
He issued forth again^ to find his praise 
In all men's mouths^ yet scarcely cared to hear 
Her head proclaimed the picture of the year^ 
Her face^ with all its glamour and its glow^ 
That. in his heart had wrought their deepest woe. 
Wild with unreason was his wrath when told^ 
Within the exhibition walls one day^ 
His precious picture was as good as sold 
If he would only give for answer Yea. 
Straightway he cursed and swore^ till some one 

spake^ 
' Her husband waits you ' — then indeed he brake 
All bounds and sane coherencies : — ' The knave ! 
I 'd sooner break his neck and dig his grave — 
Nay, let him rot unburied till his bones 
Were kicked and tumbled in the dust and stones ! ' 
The bearer of this message must have toned 
The words well down — as was most fit and meet — 
For presently the purse-proud man who owned 
Phil's late-lost love, came to him to entreat. 
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With pompous suavity and blandest air 
Of patronage^ blind to Phil's stony stare^ 
That he would come and talk with him apart 
Upon this matter^ for that all his heart 
Was set upon this picture ; he would pay — 
No matter what — but he would not take Nay. 
Phil curled a scornful lip and made reply^ 
' 'Tis well that such as you should sometimes learn 
There are some things your guineas cannot buy, 
And some deep truths you never can discern. 
My mind is fixt ; go home^ and on your walls 
The Lombard sign of triplet golden balls 
Gild till they gleam again — no higher art 
Could touch the money-lender's bloodless heart 
Whose usuries have wrung irom human woes 
The gold he proudly jingles as he goes.' 
With eyebrows elevated in amaze 
This patron of the arts in dumb dismay 
Heard Phil's wild outburst^ saw his eyes ablaze^ 
Grunted and gaped^ and growling went his way. 
Through other channels cunningly there flowed 
Bold bids to buy^ but with unswerving will 
Phil turned deaf ears to all^ and over-rode 
All other minds^ and kept his picture still. 



SUNLIGHT AND SHADOW 63 

We parted, and I wondered when alone> 

If now, perchance, for Phil there might be blown. 

From meadows of the past, starred with the flowers 

Of shining memories and golden hours. 

Some waft of perfume, fragrant to recall 

The ways on which his feet were wont to fall. 

Waking to life old love, and old delight. 

To win him back to home and Nellie Whyte. 



O Life and Love ! long linked through happy days 

By sweetest chains. 
To-day your bonds are broken and not one 

Poor link remains. 

O Love and Life ! the world was bright when ye 

Went hand in hand. 
And summer song and sunshine evermore 

Filled all the land. 

O Life and Love ! the path by which ye went 

Is dark to-day. 
The songs are silent and the withered flowers 

Bestrew the way. 
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O Love and Life ! the grass shall hide the path 

That knew your feet. 
The winds shall moan across it and the rains 

Upon it beat. 

O Life and Love ! if either one of you 

Should hither come 
Once more, to find the olden glories gone 

And song grown dumb ; 

O Love and Life ! from out the past shall rise 

The vanished years, 
Clouded with sorrow, stormy with despair, 

And drenched with tears ; 

And you, O Life, O Love, shall surely press 

Upon your eyes 
Wild hands of grief, that vainly strive to hide 

What will arise. 

XIII 

A space of many weeks of silent days 

Once more completely sundered me from Phil, 

Till on a night a sudden message came 

With brief announcement that my friend was ill. 



V 
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Impatiently I tossed my book aside^ 
And^ rising from the fire^ the carpet paced, 
Looked at the note again^ and straightway knew 
That stranger fingers had the message traced. 

There fell a gripping fear upon my heart. 
That pausing^ failed^ then pulsed with quicker beats ; 
I passed in haste from out the house, and sped 
Along the pavements of the city streets. 

They told me at the door^ that night and day 
His tongue had babbled on of Nellie Wh3rte, 
Until the doctor bade them summon her — 
Perchance to lead his wandering wits aright. 

At last I stood beside the simple bed 
Whereon he lay— my Philip — helpless grown. 
His fair hair tumbled over pallid brows. 
His thin white hands upon the cover thrown. 

« 

Qosed were his eyes, and through the parted Ups 
So feebly came the faint and failing breath. 
It seemed to watching eyes that here they looked 
Upon the solemn mystery of death. 



E 
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Gently I took one slender hand in mine 
And softly leant above the helpless head, 
Slowly his eyes unclosed^ and in their deeps, 
Revealed a moment^ longing love I read. 

Closing his eyes again^ his head he turned 
And lay as one to catch a sound intent, 
His lips were moving^ and a listening ear^ 
Eager to seize a whispered word^ I bent 

'She knows — they wrote — she knows and she'll 

forgive, 
I always loved her — Nellie — Nellie Whyte ; 
She 's coming — coming — bless her, and I know 
She 's near me, near me, she will come to-night ! ' 

Ev'n then a tremor shook him through and through, 
He clutched my fingers tightly in his own. 
Swift footfalls sounded softly on the stairs. 
And noiselessly the door was open thrown, 

Phil irom his pillow faintly raised his head. 
His eyes became wide windows to his soul, 
The glory of his love transfigured him 
As Nellie Whyte into the chamber stole. 
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Her presence had the gracious gentleness 
Of utter love through sufiTring perfect made ,• 
A visitant angelic did she seem^ 
That from the starry skies to earth had strayed. 

Her holiness possessed him as he gazed 
On her for whom he longed, too late, to live — 
Who came to whisper at the gates of death 
That love is deathless, and can all forgive. 

Into the kindly shadow I withdrew. 
And swiftly by his side she took her place ; 
She clasped his hands in hers, and, at her touch. 
With light serene illumined was his face. 

But that last hour of union and farewell 
With sacred silence is for ever sealed. 
When love to love was sweetly reconciled 
And soul to soul was radiantly revealed. 

Then, as his eyelids drooped to dreamless sleep. 
Softly upon her bosom sank his head ; 
A sigh, that breathed ineffable content. 
Swept through the chamber — and our Phil was 
dead. 
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XI 



It might have been ! fain would we light dark days 
With memories of the joys our eyes have seen — 
We strew dead roses on the winter ways 
And call it summer — and it might have been. 



It might have been ! with hope and bated breath 
The curtain of the past we slowly lift. 
Unwitting of the tragedy of death 
That o'er our waiting eyes shall darkly drift. 



It might have been ! quick, let the curtain fall. 
The haunted past is filled with thronging fears ; 
We had forgotten, let us hide it all — 
The hope and wild despair of vanished years ! 



It might have been — it is not, and we turn 

From barren years whose blossoms flowered in vain. 

And eyes beneath the heavy eyelids bum, 

And throbbing hearts are filled with aching pain. 
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It might have been — the love, ambition^ hope, 
All might have been, had we but dared and done. 
And we that in the valleys darkly grope 
Peaks of eternal sunlight might have won. 

It might have been ! ahd it shall never be : 
Our ears have hearkened and our eyes have seen — 
The music fadeth and the visions flee — 
Silence and darkness — and it might have been ! 



LYRICS 



LOVE AND LIGHT 

When Love on wings of glory 

The world first hovered o'er. 
And found his wings resplendent 

To all earth's sorrows bore ; 
Away, away to Heaven 

Again he sought to soar. 
And down to earth and sorrow 

To wing his way no more. 

So the earth lay low in shadow. 
And the burdened hearts were sad. 

For in Heaven was all the sunshine 
That could make the weary glad. 

Amid the joys of Heaven 

Love never could forget 
The sorrows and the sighings. 

The eyes with weeping wet ; 
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The earth and all its sorrows^ 

Remembered with regret. 
In vision everlasting. 

Before his eyes were set. 

And the earth still lay in shadow. 
While the burdened hearts were sad. 

For in Heaven was all the sunshine 
That could make the weary glad. 

Again from Heaven winging 

Came Love to earth once more. 
With pinions brightly swinging 

From darkened shore to shore ; 
And Love to earth from Heaven 

The hope eternal bore. 
That lifted all the shadows 

From hearts that sorrowed sore. 

Then the earth was filled with sunshine 
And the weary eyes grew bright. 

For the shadows had departed 
In the everlasting light. 



PEACE AND WAR 

An angel sped from Heaven high^ 

With flaming torch in hand^ 
A trumpet to his lips he set^ 
To sound o'er sea and land ; 
Then, ere the sound of the trumpet died, 
Waving his torch o'er the earth, he cried, 
^ Arm for the battle in angry pride, 
Answer my trumpet's cry.' 

' Mighty angel of the Lord, 
Minister of fire and sword. 
Quench thy torch, and sound no more 
Battle-blast o'er sea and shore/ 

An angel sped from Heaven high. 
With folded hands of prayer. 

And floated o'er the sinful world. 
In lioly vision fair; 
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Then to the blast of the trump that broke^ 
Loudly the answering thunders spoke^ 
Roaring thro' fire and the cannons' smoke, 
Rending the heavens high. 

' Mighty angel of the throne. 
Messenger of peace alone. 
Give us rest on sea and land. 
Quench the torch and break the brand.' 

The angel dark with trump and torch, 

Away triumphant sped. 
The angel fair still tarried there, 
And wept above the dead ; 
For the angel of war had his host of slain. 
And the earth its harvest of woe and pain. 
And the angel of peace had prayed in vain — 
But the day of the Lord is nigh. 

^ Day of God in glory dawn. 
Bringing peace the earth upon. 
Then, when war and woe are past. 
Earth shall be the Lord's at last/ 



MARJORIE 

The silver moonlight softly lies 

Upon the rippling lake^ 
And all along the shadowed shore 

The whisp'ring waters break ; 
O Marjorie^ upon the shore 

Your lover longs for you. 
And wonders if on him you look 

From heaven's starry blue. 

O Marjorie, O Marjorie, 
On you in vain he cries. 

For only sounds the rippling lake 
Beneath the midnight skies. 

He sees within the moonlight float. 

In robes of shining white, 
The fairest form that earth or heav'n 

Can yield to him to-night ; 
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O Marjorie^ that this should be ! 

His dearest dream comes true, 
For heaven would not be heaven to him 

That for him held not you. 

O Marjorie, O Marjorie, 

The light is on your brow, 
And love, that made you fair of old. 

Hath made you fairer now. 

Sullen surge on the waters chill, 

Ghostly mists on the silent hill. 
Haggard moon in a cruel sky, 

Wand'ring wail of a yearning cry ! 
O brave heart, that hath lived and died. 

Vainly craving what death denied. 
Death shall now at the last restore 

All that once from your love he bore. 

O Marjorie, O Marjorie, 
The night grows long and late ; 

Look forth from heaven and you shall find 
Your lover at its gate. 



AT EVENTIDE 

Far across the shining meadows^ 

Where the daisies coyly hide^ 
Love went forth in summer weather 

Walking in the eventide ; 
There he wandered by the willows. 

All along the riverside. 
Where the lilies, white and golden, 

Float and sway upon the tide. 

# 

O, Love, ere the stars were glowing, 
When the light of the day was low. 

Where the river was softly flowing 
To the tryst I have seen thee go. 

Long he waited by the willows 
While the maiden never came. 

Though he heard the river whisper. 
Faintly murmuring her name ; 
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Then he watched the moon uprisings 
Saw the stars that flashed and flamed^ 

Till his heart grew lone within him 
And dear Love was faint and shamed. 

O, Love, when the stars were gleaming 
On the dews of the daisied grass, 

With moonlight on meadows streaming, 
I have waited and seen thee pass. 

Far across the moonlit meadows 

Came a maiden yomig and fair, 
Wandered to the river margin, 

Fomid that Love was waiting there ; 
Gone was all his lonely longing, 

Vanished all his doubt and care. 
And he kissed her by the river. 

Kissed as Love alone may dare. 

O, Love, by the river flowing. 
In the light of the starlight fair ; 

O, Love, in the moonlight glowing 

She hath followed and fomid thee there. 



BEFORE THE BATTLE 

The winged night is growing late, 

No hours went ever faster. 
My horse, impatient at the gate. 

Is neighing for his master ; 
O flying hours so swift that go ! 

In mercy fold your pinions^ 
That I may longer tarry so 

Within home's dear dominions. 

Then to stirrup and saddle, to saddle, and riding 

To danger and battle I go ; 
To gallop in thunder, and headlong be striding 

To die or to conquer the foe. 

My heart hath never harboured fear. 
But dangers all is scorning. 

And yet, I fain would hnger here 
Till breaks the battle-morning ; 
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Our child is smiling in his dreams^ 
And love my life is blessing ; 

O hard indeed^ sweet heart, it is 
To leave a wife's caressing. 

Then to stirrup and saddle, to saddle, and riding 

To danger and battle I go ; 
To gallop in thunder, and headlong be striding 

To die or to conquer the foe. 

The hour is come and I must go. 

The trumpet calleth loudly. 
My gallant steed hath heard it blow 

And neighs in answer proudly ; 
Good-bye, good-bye, my faithful heart, 

O dearest, stay thy weeping, 
In life, in death, anear, apart, 

God hath us in His keeping. 

Now to stirrup and saddle, to saddle, and riding 

To glory and battle I go ; 
To gallop in thunder, and headlong be striding 

To die or to conquer the foe. 



A SONG OF HOPE 

The way of life runs dreary 

Beneath a stormy sky^ 
And through the shadowed forests 

The winds make moan and cry ; 
The journey and the toiling 

To me no welcome bring. 
But still with heart undaunted 

The song of hope I sing. 

' To-morrow, O, to-morrow cometh. 
When the joyous sun shall shine. 

When, with journey done and ended. 
Rest and welcome shall be mine.' 

The sea of life is tossing 

In waves of angry white. 
That drive before the tempest 

To boom in caves of night ; 
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I drift amid the tumult, 
Like sea-bird tired of wing^ 

But still with heart undaunted 
The song of hope I sing. 

^To-morrow, O, to-morrow cometh, 
When the joyous sun shall shine^ 

When,^ with voyage o'er and ended^ 
Rest and harbour shall be mine/ 

Midnight tempest and noontide heat^ 

Feet that travel by night and day ! 
Breathless ocean and waves that beat. 

Valorous hearts that launch away ! 
Feet grow weary with wand'ring far. 

Hearts grow tired as the surges swing, 
Heaven may gloom and have never star. 

Bravely for ever of hope I sing. 

^ To-morrow, O, to-morrow cometh. 
When the joyous sun shall shine, 
^ When, with toil and trouble ended. 
Rest eternal shall be mine.' 




AMBITION'S DREAM 

Within the wood the dreamer stood^ 

His eyes with light aflame^ 
And dreamed of days when song and praise 

Should sound his swelling name ; 
He longed to go, with soul aglow. 

And honour's crown to win, 
When brave heart hurled against the world 

Should force an entrance in — 

Where the deeds of the bold have their story 
And the brows of the victors their bays^ 
Where the mighty are robed with their glory 
And the great have their guerdon of praise. 

In youthful pride he wandered wide. 

By bright ambition led^ 
But evermore, by sea or shore. 

His hope elusive fled ; 



He tfravc K vam, witk tail 

to 



Where tlie deeds of tlie bold hftTc their stmy 
And the brows of the ¥ietois their bsjSy 
Wheie the mi^itj aie robed with their glotj 
And the great hare their guerdon of pnise. 

Once more he stood within the wood 

Alone at erentide. 
When earth's acclaim had haOed his name 

And crowned his brows with |Hide ; 
Bat wiser grown, with visicnis flown^ 

He knew his pride for sin. 
While duty done was vict'ry won 

Thai humblest hearts might win — 

Though the deeds of the bold have their story 
And the brows of the victors their bays. 
Though the mighty are robed with their glory 
And the great have their guerdon of praise. 



THROUGH CHANGING DAYS 

In vanished days, long years ago. 

Within these ruined walls. 
Where flow'rs grow wild and to his mate 

The joyous throstle calls. 
To high-born dame and damosel 

Of love the minstrel sang. 
And gallant knights kept wassail wild 

Till roof and rafter rang. 

Beauty and manhood, light of lovers' eyes. 
Fade like summer roses or the sunset skies ; 
Fame and honours perish, glory dies and goes. 
Like the silent passing of the winter snows. 

In vanished days, long years ago. 

Beyond these ruins gray, 
Fair ladies to the tourney came 

With siniles and laughter gay ; 
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Bat now where knighthood's glory rode 

With steady lance in rest^ 
To charge for fame and lady's love^ 

The throstle builds its nest 

Beauty and manhood, light of lovers' eyes^ 
Fade like summer roses or the sunset skies ; 
Fame and honours perish^ glory dies and goes^ 
Like the silent passing of the winter snows. 

The years will come^ the years will go. 

The sunsets flush and fade. 
But here through changing days will come 

Brave youth and merry maid ; 
For while the world goes rolling on 

Through darkness and through light, 
Its cares shall crave for woman's love. 

Its wrongs for manhood's might. 

Beauty and manhood, light of lovers' eyes. 

Still the earth shall gladden with their old 

surprise ; 
Fame and honours vanish, and to darkness go. 
But true love and loyal never death shall know. 



THE GOLDEN CROWN 

A GOLDEN crown they gave to me. 

In a vision of the nighty 
A circlet ringed with precious stones. 

In a gleam of dazzling light ; 
Upon my brows I placed the crown. 

And my head I lifted high, 
While full of royal pride I gazed 

O'er the earth with lordly eye. 

Yet the golden crown on the brow of a king 

But a burden of power may be, 
While the heart of the peasant poor may ring 

To the song of the bold and free. 

The golden crown to me they gave 

To a weary burden turned. 
It bound my brows with leaden weight 

Till my veins with fever burned ; 
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The hod that pride had lifted hi^ 
To the dost was bow€d down. 

But Tainljdid I stzire to pluck 
From my biows the cmd ciowii. 

For the golden crown on the brow €i a kmg 

Bat a boiden of power may be. 
While the heart of the peasant yoor may ring 

To the song c^ the bold and free. 

I woke from visions of the night 

To the welcome light of da¥m. 
And care and pride had vanishM, 

For the golden crown was gone ; 
With soul to joyous patience grown 

Through the world I took my way^ 
And life was radiant with content 

In the labour of the day. 

And the golden crown on the brow of a king 

But a burden of power may be^ 
While the heart of the peasant poor may ring 

To the song of the bold and free. 



AT HEAVEN'S GATE 

O WEARY heart that sighest 

Amid the cares of life, 
And ever vainly criest 

For peace amid the strife ; 
Or, full of voiceless fearing, 

Look'st up with yearning eyes. 
That see no dawn appearing 

Athwart the cloudy skies : — 

Hope on, hope on, O heart, and wait. 
The light shall come at last, though late. 

O weary heart, when blinding 

And bitter tear-drops fall 
For loved ones past our finding 

And gone beyond recall ; 
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When Hope itself seems banished, 
And wild despauing reigns, 

Since Love itself is vanished. 
And naught of joy remains : — 

Trust on, trust on, O heart, and wait. 
We all shall meet at last, though late. 

O weary heart, no sorrow 

Shall ever last alway. 
For Heaven's serene to-morrow 

Shall bring the perfect day ; 
Then harps and voices ringing 

Shall fill Heaven's cloudless dome. 
When thro' the azure winging 

The wand'rers gather home. 

Hope on, trust on, O heart, and wait. 
We all shall meet at Heaven's gate. 



THE SPINNING-WHEEL 

A SWEET little Quakeress sat by the door. 
The sunlight danced in o'er the old oaken floor, 
And bright was the garden with clustering flowers, 
While the apple-bloom floated in daintiest showers ; 
No flower was more fair and no blossom more pure 
Than the maid who sat spinning sedate and 

demure. 
So busy was she that she scarcely could steal 
A glance down the garden away from her wheel. 

O spinning-wheel, go rounds go round. 
The maid is dreaming to thy sound. 

A cavalier, gallant with spur and with plume, 
Strode up through the flowers 'neath the fair apple- 
bloom : 
The sweet little Quakeress knew it was wrong. 
But smiled as he carolled a merry love-song ; 
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And ah ! how her little heart fluttered and stirred^ 
For now in the sunlight no spinning-wheel whirred. 
Since one cannot work when one has to be kist. 
And the little maid knew 'twould be wrong to resist 

O spinning-wheel, be still, be still. 
That lovers twain may have their will. 

The cavalier gallant has galloped away. 

His dashing steed carries two riders to-day. 

For little birds left in their nest all alone. 

When once they can fly, are quite sure to have 

flown; 
And a quaint Quaker couple discovered too late 
That true love is stronger than faiths or than fate. 
And maidens, however sedate and demure. 
From love and from lovers are never secure. 

O spinning-wheel, good-bye, good-bye. 
For thee no more the maid shall ply. 



THE VOYAGE 

They sailed away from the harbour bar. 

Bravely at morning tide, 
The wind was fair and the sunlight shone 

Over the waters wide ; 
He was a youth and she was a maid. 

Loving each other well. 
And vowing to voyage evermore 

Together, whatever befell — 
Sailing their vessels side by side 

Over the waters far and wide. 

The days and nights and the years went by, 

Sorely the tempest smote. 
But still the barks of the lovers twain 

Bravely together float ; 
And thro' the storm or calm they sail 

Over the boundless blue^ 



■* ■ . 
J " ■■ ^'"-» ■ ■■'■ 



96 THE VOYAGE 

For Hope is their helmsman fair and hrave 
And Love is their pilot true — 

Sailing their vessels side by side 
Over the changeful waters wide. 

There came a tempest of darkest night. 

Parting the barks at last. 
And one at midnight the harbour gained. 

Voyage and vigil past ; 
Then all alone on the ocean wide 

He sailed thro' the days to be. 
Till opened the harbour and once again 

Together were he and she — 
Sailing the sea of life no more, 

Happy for ever on Heaven's shore. 



THE LIGHT OF HOPE 

On the golden sands by the Eounding sea. 

When the light of day is dying. 
When the gloaming falls and the white crests flee 
Where the wand'ring gulls are crying ; 
I am all alone. 
And the sea makes moan 

For a day no more returning. 
But in heaven's far slope. 
Like the light of hope, 

Ib the star of evening burning, 

O wand'ring voices of the deep. 
That thro' the night your moaning keep, 
Id heaven afar, serene and fair. 
The star of hope dispels despair. 

'Mid the roaring tides of the thronging town, 

With their surge of sin and sorrow, 
Where the bravest hearts in the deeps go down. 

And are lost to love to-morrow ; 
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You are lone to-night, 
'Mid the lanes of light, 

With their shadows never ending. 
But for you I know 
O'er the gloom and ^ow 

Is the star of hope ascending. 

O lights and shadows of the town. 
With cruel gleam and boding frown. 
In heaven afar, serene and fair. 
The star of hope dispels despair. 



\ 



THE DOORWAY 

The doorway of my heart of old 

Was open night and day. 
That idle thoughts that wandered by 

Might enter in and stay ; 
But ev'ry thought of youth was still 

A merry vagabond^ 
That tarried with me for an hour. 

Then fared my heart beyond. 

To-day the doorway of my heart 

Is barred by night and day^ 
Lest wand'ring thoughts might enter in 

Nor ever fly away ; 
For ev'ry thought of youth is grown 

A lazy vagabond. 
Who 'd tarry with me evermore 

Nor fare my heart beyond. 




MY FLOWER 

Within my garden was a flower 

More fair than earth could know. 
My heart upon it hour by hour 

Did tender care bestow ; 
It opened wide to morning's light, 

It closed at evenfall, 
And ev'ry day more fair and bright 

My flower was all in all. 

The flower within my garden grew 

Than all my flowers more fair. 
And, while my' love it sweetly drew, 

Became my only care ; 
While garden ways with weeds were wild 

And flowers neglected died. 
Above my cherished bloom I smiled 

And all the rest denied. 



EYES THAT WERE BRIGHT 

Love to my heart came yesterday. 

Knocking and knocking, soft and low. 
Watching, I saw him turn away. 

Sighing and sad, when I bade him go ; 
Then, with a smile, to my heart I said, 

' Never shall Love be guest of mine, 
Yet shall I dream of his eyes that pled — 

Eyes that were bright as the stars that shine.' 

Love to my heart to-day came nigh, 

Just as he came but yesterday, 
Watching, I saw him hasten by. 

Mocking my call when I bade him stay ; 
Then, with a sigh, to my heart I said, 

* Would that this Love were guest of mme ! 
Ever I dream of his eyes that pled — 

Eyes that were bright as the stars that shine/ 
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EYES THAT WERE BRIGHT 



Ah ! come to my heart once more, once more, 

Now are its portals opened wide. 
Enter it, Love, by the open door. 

Then in its chamber warm abide ; 
So to my heart in my joy I '11 say, 

* Sweetest of fortune fate doth send. 
Ever and ever with me to stay. 

Love is my guest till time shall end.' 



THE MOONLIT GARDEN 

To breath of the night-winds the branches are 
swaying. 

The song of the river is wafted from far. 
The moonlight entranced on the roses is playing 

And over the hill hangs a tremulous star ; 
The garden in slumber and silence is lying. 

That echoed of old to our laughter and song, 
And now all alone in the night I am sighing 

O'er memories dear in the moonlight that 
throng. 

Ah ! memories of sadness, memories of glad- 
ness. 
Rising in the moonlight vanish and depart ; 
Eyes of soft entreating, visions fair and fleeting. 
Floating in the moonlight haunt my throb- 
bing heart. 
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The scent of the roses the silence is fillings 

The nightingale sings in the shadow apart. 
Till perfume and song all my spirit are thrilling 

And waking a memory old in my heart ; 
The past is for ever and makes our to-morrows^ 

Our yesterdays live in the dreams of to-day — 
O garden that gave me my joys and my sorrows^ 

Your memories haunt me for ever and aye ! 

Ah ! memories of gladness, memories of sad- 
ness. 
Rising in the moonlight vanish and depart ; 
Lips of soft entreating, visions fair and fleeting. 
Floating in the moonlight haunt my yearn- 
ing heart. 



THE SUMMER OF SOULS 

Where the poplars stand in their stately rows, 
By the marge of the meadows, the river flows, 
And there 's never a cloud in the summer sky, 
That is misty blue where the swallows fly ; 
And the woodland sleeps thro' the drowsy hours, 
'Mid the dreaming haze and the breath of flowers. 
But my heart, my heart, that has dreamed all 

night. 
Has awakened, wakened to love's delight. 

O, the summer of love with its cloudless blue 
Shall be ours, my beloved, while our hearts are true ; 
All the days shall be fair, all the nights shall be 

bright, 
In the love that is ours with its changeless light. 

O my love, my own, let the hours go by. 
While the swallows wheel in the summer sky. 
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And with arms enfolding and face to face 
ShaU our hearts grow one in a long embrace ; 
'Mid the dreaming haze and the breath of flowers 
There is never a joy that throbs like ours^ 
For the love that is and the love to be 
Is the summer of souls to you and me. 

O^ the summer of love with its cloudless blue 
Shall be ours^ my beloved, while our hearts are true ; 
All the day shall be fair^ all the nights shall be 

bright. 
In the love that is ours with its changeless light. 



THE DREAMING YESTERDAY 

To-day my bark must leave the shore behind, • 

And float no more within the land-locked bay^ 
The heavens are fair, and bravely blows the wind 

To waft me over seas unknown away ; 
Too long, too long my feet have wandered far 

And lingered idly in the land of dreams. 
But now I sweep beyond the harbour bar, 

From drowsy murmurs of the lulling streams. 

Liand of the dreaming yesterday, 

Good-bye for evermore ; 
The wind and wave my heart must brave, 

And find the promised shore. 

Through nights of storm and days of driving gale 
My heart must take the danger and the toil. 

And courage hold whatever may assail 

'Mid roaring winds and surging seas that boil ; 
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I '11 voyage on to find the land that lies 
Beyond the far horizon's sunset fires^ 

The promised land where daylight never dies^ 
And waits for me what all my soul desires. 

Land of the dreaming yesterday^ 

Good-bye for evermore ; 
The wind and wave my heart must brave^ 

And find the promised shore. 
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NO MORE TEARS 

When falls the twilight of life's eventide^ 
To cast its peaceful shadows far and ¥ride. 
And lay its hush upon the troubled years 
That throbbed of old with stormy hopes and fears ; 
Then^ then, O heart, across the silent sea. 
Shall come the voice of Hope to comfort thee. 
And Love shall wait upon the farther shore. 
To welcome where all toil and tears are o'er. 

O tirM eyes, from which the light is fading, 
O heart a-weary with the burdened years, 

Cometh sweet rest through twihght's gentle 
shading, 
Joy of eternal day and no more tears. 

When breaks]the dawn of everlasting day. 
To chase the shadows of the night away. 
When all the toil and tears of earth are past. 
And Love gives welcome to the heart at last ; 
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Then, then^ O hearty for all thy burdens bome^ 
For all thy griefs with uncomplaining worn, 
Shall peace upon thee evermore abide^ 
In Heaven's own day that knows no eventide. 

O pilgrim feet^ pass thro' the golden portal^ 
O weary one, lay down the burdened years, 

O radiant soul, amid the light immortal. 
Thine are eternal joys and no more tears. 



THE RIVER 

Thro' meadows fair when summer wakes 

The river gleaming goes^ 
And rippling o'er the shallows makes 

Sweet singing as it flows ; 
It flashes under heavens bright 

From happy shore to shore. 
And thro' the silence of the night 

Makes music evermore. 

O river, O river, with song ever swelling. 
To music that changes with shade and ¥rith shine. 

The joys of our hearts and their pains thou art 
telling. 
And finding an echo for ever in mine. 

Thro' woodlands bare when summer goes 

The foaming river pours. 
And rolling down in anger flows 

Between its sounding shores ; 

H 
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It darkens under days of cloud. 

And surges thro' the night, 
It roars and thunders hoarse and loud. 

And sings its song of might. 

O river, O river, with song ever swelling. 

To music that changes with shade and with shine. 

The joys of our hearts and their pains thou art 
telling. 
And finding an echo for ever in mine. 




IN JUNE 

The wind of June is soft and low, 

And radiant is the summer sky, 
The red and fragrant roses blow, 

And happy swallows circling fly ; 
The days are dear with all delights, 

The rare delights of ardent June, 
And raptured are the tranced nights. 

Whose heart of glamour is the moon. 

O joyous earth ! O happy sky ! 

Ye fill me now with longings vain^ 
Till eyes, whose tears have long been dry. 

Are softly filled with weeping rain. 

For summer comes with song and sun. 
But ah ! it never bringeth thee. 

My dead, that happy Heaven hath won 
And will not give again to me ; 
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When nights are dark and days are drear^ 
I know that Heaven for thee is best. 

But now I long to have thee, dear. 
And fold thee fondly on my breast. 

O joyous earth ! O happy sky ! 

Ye fill me now with longings vain. 
Till eyes, whose tears have long been dry, 

Are softly filled with weeping rain. 
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THE TIDES OF LIFE 

No sound from out the silence breaks^ 

The night is calm and stilly 
A breathless hush is in the woods 

And lies upon the hill; 
But yet I know that far away. 

Along the sounding shore, 
Thro' all the night in ebb and flow 

The tides for ever pour. 

By day and night, by night and day. 
Still roll the sounding tides alway. 
And softly break in chiming waves. 
Or thunder loud in hollow caves. 

O dearest one that hath my love. 
Let peace be yours for evermore. 

For far beyond this vale of rest 
The tides of life in tumult pour; 
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I hear them surging thro' the day^ 
I catch their echoes in the nighty 

And pray that you may never know 
Their cruel storms that roar and smite. 

By day and nighty by night and day, 
I hear the sounding tides alway, 
And pray that Heaven my love may save 
From roaring storm and whelming wave. 
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STAR OF MY LOVE 

With softest wings of silent flight 

The daylight slowly goes, 
And all alone in heaven's height 

One star in splendour glows ; 
By twilight ways, beloved one, 

I haste in love to thee. 
To where I know, at set of sun. 

Thy welcome waits for me. 

Star of my love in the heart and the skies, 
Joy of the soul and the light of the eyes. 
Sweet are the raptures and soft are the sighs. 
Deep in the gloaming when daylight dies. 

BelovM one, whom now I meet 

Where twilight shadows lie. 
Each moment of each hour is sweet. 

When thou to me art nigh ; 
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Thy heart that beats so close to mine^ 

Thy lips that lift in love, 
Make earthly joys seem all divine. 

And dear as Heav'n above. 

Star of my love in the heart and the skies, 
Joy of the soul and the light of the eyes. 
Sweet are the raptures and soft are the sighs, 
Deep in the gloaming when daylight dies. 




IF SONG OF MINE 

If song of mine could sound the note 

My heart can sometimes hear. 
Then, while it swelled tumultuous. 

Would all the world draw near ; 
But hushed it lies within my heart. 

And ne'er to song shall rise. 
For when I dream it shall be bom, 

Upon my lips it dies. 

Within my heart a thought I hold 
That none may ever know, 

And joy that never may be told 
Sets all my heart aglow. 

Some magic day or wondrous night 
Perchance my sotrg may wake. 

Perchance with sweetest thoughts unsung 
My voiceless heart may break ; 
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Yet dearest are the silent joys 
Within our hearts that dwell. 

And sweetest are the raptured words 
Our lips may never tell. 

Within my heart a thought I hold 
That none may ever know. 

And joy that never may be told 
Sets all my heart aglow. 




LOVE'S GARDEN 

To-day is clouded with despair^ 

The winter heavens in anger frown. 
And o'er Love's garden, once so fair. 

The snows of winter flutter down ; 
O, cruel flakes that softly fall 

And wrap my garden white and deep. 
My flowers of love are faded all. 

And dead amid the snowdrifts sleep. 

Yet to-day and to-morrow shall be as one 
When the story is ended and life is done. 
For the heart must be tried by its joys and its tears 
Till the days shall be one at the end of the years. 

To-morrow comes with sun and song. 
My garden fair shall bloom once more. 

For Spring returns on pinions strong 
That softly swing from shore to shore ; 



124 LOVE'S GARDEN 

O, garden old, thy flowers of love 
Once more shall bloom at joy's recall, 

The cloudless skies shall shine above. 
And Love again be lord of all. 

And to-day and to-morrow shall be as one 
When the story is ended and life is done. 
For the heart must be tried by its joys and its tears 
Till the days shall be one at the end of the years. 




THE DANCE 

The dancers dance^ and the music's swell 
Of rapturous throbbings and joys may tell. 
And hearts that are beating in arms that hold. 
The languorous dreams of an hour enfold ; 
But here, where the scent of the flowers is sweet, 
We linger together in love's retreat. 
And never a one in the world can hear 
An echo of all we have whispered, dear. 

Ah ! still the music swelling haunts my willing 

ears. 
Still the scent of flowers lingers thro' the years ; 
O the deathless raptures ! O the joys that glow ! 
When our love is whispered where the lights are 

low. 

The dancers pause as the music dies, 
The rapturous throbbing is spent in sighs, 
And hearts that were beating in bosoms white 
Qrow weary and faint with their own delight ; 
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But here in the shade^ where the lights are low, 
'Mid fragrance of flowers where none may know, 
Our love has been told and our hearts have met. 
And never may you or may I forget. 

Ah ! still the music swelling haunts my willing 

ears, 
Still the scent of flowers lingers thro' the years ; 
O the deathless raptures ! O the joys that glow ! 
When our love is whispered where the lights are 

low. 



THE FALLING STAR 

O HEART, my heart, let me talk with you 

Alone in the night, while the world goes by, 
For the lights flame out where the dancers flit. 

While we are alone 'neath the starry sky ; 
There is only a whisper among the trees. 

Where faintly and softly the night-winds sigh. 
And my heart, my heart, we are all alone 

With dreaming and memories, you and I. 

O my heart, my heart, we have waited long. 
And the years grow old and the world goes 
by; 

O my heart, my heart, we have suffered wrong. 
But stronger than ever are you and L 

O heart, my heart, let me talk with you. 
Nor beat so fast for the star that fell. 

For the heavens still yearn with the throb of stars 
In billowing spaces that none can tell ; 
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It was only a flash thro' the void of nighty 
But a light that flamed for a passing spell^ 

There was one, O my heart, that glowed for years. 
And dropped into night when I loved it well. 

O my heart, my heart, we have waited long. 
And the years grow old and the world goes 
by; 

O my heart, my heart, we have suffered wrong. 
But stronger than ever are you and I. 




DEATHLESS DESIRES 

There comes no day with dawn of waking glory 

But brings my heart desires from out the years^ 
That faded in the telling of life's story 

And fled before its blended joys and tears ; 
Yet, yet they come, and faintly flee before me. 

And still their memory my heart shall hold, 
O'er seas unknown ambition bravely bore me. 

But dreams of love and youth are never old. 

Ah ! my heart hath its visions that come un- 
bidden, 
~ My heart hath its sorrows that lie unhidden ; 

The days and the nights thro' the years are 
thronging 

And my heart still is filled with its restless 
longing. 

There comes no night with gloaming soft and tender 
But brings my heart desires from years gone by, 
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When life was bright with gleams of cloudless 
splendour^ 

That glowed a passing hour to fade and die ; 
O'er seas unknown I sought the islands golden 

Till love and youth in dreams were only seen^ 
But yet they come in mem'ries, fair and olden^ 

And still I long for all that might have been. 

Ah ! my heart hath its visions that come un- 
bidden, 

My heart hath its sorrows that lie unhidden ; 

The days and the nights thro' the years are 
thronging 

And my heart stOl is filled with its restless 
longing. 



GUARDING THE FORD 

Thro' night of storm and flying cloud 

A horseman gallops fast^ 
To guard with sword the narrow ford 

Or e'er the foe be past ; 
The thunders roll along the skies^ 

The lightning streams in fire. 
But forward horse and rider strain. 

With courage naught can tire ; 
They gain the ford before the foe. 
Where roUs the swollen tide below. 
And bravest blood at need shall flow 
For country and for king. 

At dawn the foemen boldly come 

To ride across the flood, 
The sullen river flows along, 

But now grows red with blood ; 
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For he that guards the ford alone. 

With fearless blade in hand. 
Shall all defy, or bravely die. 

For king and fatherland ; 
The foemen fall before his blows. 
In crimson tide the river flows, 
He holds the ford and victory knows. 
For country and for king. 




FEARLESS OF FORTUNE 

Should Fortune mar or make us, 
Befriend us or forsake us, 
Forget us or awake us 

To life beyond belief; 
We '11 take her summer weather, 
Or front her storms together, 
And ask nor care not whether 

She brings us joy or grief. 

Should she of all bereave us. 
And jeer and flout and leave us. 
She never can deceive us. 

We trusted not her wiles ; 
Our spirits shall outlast her 
Through glory or disaster, 
And Will be Fortune's master. 

Nor heed her frowns or smiles. 
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